BY 
JEFFREY 
BERNARÐ 


WHERE I live in 
Hampstead is off the 
beaten track and no 
place in which to be ill. 
You could lie here at 
death’s door for a week 
without anyone knowing. 
I have done just that. 
For the first three 
bedridden days I didn’t 
have a bite to eat. I 
didn’t dare go out for 
fear of the cold and for 
fear of Slipping on on the 
ice. Then 

expensive Seaiaware, 

I telephoned a cab firm 
and asked them to bring 
me two pints of milk. I 
didn’t know that the 
stuff could taste like 
nectar but so it should 
at £6 a quart. 

On the fourth day I rose 
from the dead so ta 
speak and went to the 
Shaftesbury Theatre to 
see Peter O’Toole 
perform in a preview of 
Jeffery Bernard Is 
Unwell. What a 
well-named play. I went 
round to see him in his 
dressing room. before 
curtain up. 

What did surprise me 
and gratify me was the 
fact that the theatre was 
packed. 

I wasn’t expecting that 
for a preview for a 
comeback. At the end of 
the night I felt on the 
verge of collapse and 
went home thinking 
another week in bed 
with quantities of milk 
should do the trick. 

But it was not to be. 

In the morning the BBC 
sent a car to take me to 
Broadcasting House to 
do my stint on Desert 
Island Discs. Sue Lawley 
was delightful and made 
me feel at home in 
double quick time. 
When I sat down at the 
table with the 
microphones she 
produced a bottle of 
vodka and another of 
soda. I said how very 
nice of her and she said: 
“Well, i = our 
research and anyway it’s 
St. Valentine’s Day. 4 
She didn’t pull any 
punches in her 
introduction to me for 
listeners. 

Between the records Pm 
afraid that I fumbled 
with words a little in 
reply to her questions, 
but I had after all been 
living on milk for some 
days. 

Anyway, it is another 


silly pipe dream 

ful ‘ited. 1 can’t really 
understand why I have 
always wanted to go on 
that programme so 
much but I eee it 
has a cachet of sorts. 
The records I chose, by 
the way, could be 
described as being 
extremely heavy and if 
you don’t like classical 
music I would advise 
you to give it a miss. 

I have devised a 
programme for 
television which would 
be quite horrendous. It 
would be called This Is 
Your Wife. The idea of 
my three ex-wives 
appearing to tell the 
sordid truth makes my 
hair stand on end and I 
am sure they would leap 
at the chance to do so. 


risks the red card 


EXCLUSIVE 


HE beautiful wife 
of star goalie 

E Hans Segers has 
given him a yellow 
card after he two- 
timed her. 

And she has threa- 
tened him with a red 
card sending him off 
for good if he strays 
again. 

Blonde model Astrid 


Segers said: “I’ve given 
him a second chance. 


“But in six months’ time 
if I don’t love him any 
more, that’s it.” 


Astrid kicked out the 
29-year-old Wimbledon 
international just after 
Christmas when she dis- 
covered he had had a 
fling with a girl he met 
in a pub. 


Crying 


“He was a bad boy. I 
asked him to leave,” said 
Astrid, 25, who comes 
from handy Hans’ home 
town of Eindhoven in 
Holland. 

She says she allowed 
him back when he pro- 
mised to stay onside in 
the future. 

“He was ever so sorry. 
He was crying like a 
little boy and said he 


Scarlett — birched maid 
By JOHN KELLY 


A KINKY ‘‘school- 
mistress’’ who canes men 
and women for cash has 
been convicted of birch- 
ing her maid on her bare 
buttocks. 

Mary Scarlett was 
brought to court after 
twice being exposed by 
the Sunday Mirror. 

Last week Scarlett, 
named as Maria da Col- 
wyn, was given a two- 
month suspended sen- 
tence and fined £100 after 
pleading guilty to as- 
saulting ex-servant So- 
phia Jones. 

A court in Dungloe, 
County Donegal, heard 
how Sophia, 21, fled toa 
police station, where a 
WPc witnessed bruises on 
her buttocks. 


Scarlett, who is in her 
mid-thirties, runs a 
“spanking school” in 
Chesterton, near Cam- 
bridge University, after 
closing a similar school 
in Ireland following our 
expose of Sophia’s or- 
deal. 

Sophia now has an office 
job in Blackburn, Lanca- 
shire. 


never wanted it to hap- 
pen. 

Astrid added from her 
home in Fleet, Hamp- 
shire: “He says he never 
cared about her. 

“He says he needed 
someone to look after 
him, to give him a bit of 
love and probably she 
was the right person. 

“I was never here, 
that’s how he put it. I 
tried to understand it. We 


by HOWARD SOUNES 


were living next to each 
other rather than with 
each other. 

“We were neglecting 
each other, really. 

“When I found out, he 
had already stopped the 
affair. 

“I feel betrayed, but he 
says he’s going to make it 
worthwhile.” 


Hans, who has been a 
Dutch international, and 
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Randy goalie Han 


Astrid were childhood 


‚sweethearts from the age 
of 13. 


They have been mar- 
ried nearly six years and 
have two children, Bri- 
gitte, three, and Nicky, 
ive. 


Hans, who joined 


.Wimbledon from Not- 


tingham Forest in 1988, 
said: “I know the girl 
who I met, I know her 
very well. 

“rm a happily mar- 
ried man. I’m very 
happy at the mo- 
ment.” 


Sorry — Hans Segers 
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Warning — wife Astrid 


*TCP is a registered trademark. 


Gargling with TCP soothes the pain of a sore throat and fights infection 


